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Charles Dickens was born one Aundred yearas ago to-day.

PR, PR rews

He was o poor man's aon; robbed of his childhood, barred from every

h" LEFICKWICK ("Piekwick Cities”) was a dissolute young Eng
Fagers™)

wias un old gentle-
miwn who, retiring frowm bus-

llsh lawyer, whose recklessness and

thing that could Relp him to success,
Wilh no money, no influence and no education, he dagan his career.

' and  his

rlove of drink bad ruined his pros.
Uel, He [iunded the Plekwlck Club, B R e u.'m“
¢! which be was president; then, ate| might love an angel and he devoted
teuded by Sam Weller, his servant, {uis misspent lfe to her happiness.
theea devoted followers, ILJr) 3 husband, Charles Darnay, was
Wrinkle, Tupman and Snodgrass, he | ®¢ fced by the French terrorists,
wet forth upon a voyage of ulemlﬂ"|‘h““‘l with the mortal erime of
exploration. 'Thls “voysge" did not|DCIng an aristocrat and condemned
carry him out of hils own land, put « 1o death. Carton took advantage of
1t led bim Into qualnt inns, oldtime | ® Strong personal likeness between
chuntry houses, Lorough clections | Himselt and Darnay to set the lutter
anl @ serles of highly amusing ad- ‘frer and to take his 'place on the
ventures. 1iis blunders and thowse ot | &% fliotine, Aa bhe mounted the scal:
his threo comrades were continually | [0l it was granted to him to foreses |
getting the whole party into hot|the hopplness that his  sacrifice
water. A frustrated dnel, an elope.| WOul1 bring to Lucy and to know
ment, & sult for breach of prutnue' that he had glorlously relecniod hlu
and & sojourn in prison were a few  Miserable past. Carton's llps moved
of the resulta  Mr. Plekwick's ehar. | it the half audible words: "Jt s a
acter and exploits are redeemed from | /af, far better thing that 1 do than I
mere buffooncry by the man's simple | Nave ever done. [t iz a far, far
beauty of soul better vest that I go to {han | have
SYDNEY CARTON ("Tale of Two ever known!"

potEs, gought to win fatie as a sclen-

(¥ t, 1012, by Ta 1tees -
S (The New Yora Wur

WILLIE JARR FALLS
INTO APACHE Hl\DS.I

R, BLAYINSAY, the Slanior, wWas
M out on a Job when tie lcal ban |.|

was & hideous, oneeyed scoundrel

'and his equally rascally famlly by

irunnln: a school for boys whose par-

| ents or guardlans weres anxlous to
| got rid of them. There he starved,
beat and overworked the little un-

fortunates trusted to his care, know-

ing the!r parents woull nelther know
innr care. A temporary check to his
eruelty came when his oosistant,
young Nicholas Nickleby, thrashed

and balf killed him in the promnc.'

af the whole sthool. Squeer's meth.
‘od of teaching was somewhat orlg-|
innl, and was profitable-

“quadruped.” Then, remarking that
'a horse was 8 quadruped, he would |
drive home the leszon |

boy go out and clean the horse
Agaln, to teach th: meaning of
“botany” (which he speit “bottney™),

| he would st the cluss to weeding hig
| garden.

MR. BOFFIN ("Our Mutual
Friend") was a lovable, gentle old

fellow who sudde.!v found himselt
very rich when his employer dled,
supposedly ehildloass.  His efforts to

of young Apaches of the nelgh- |
Lorhood descended upon his s .op.

educate himsel! and his kindly wife
and to live un to the Wigh statlon ta

The bLe!l over the door laugled 1y
disgonant warning as they flocked in 11‘91 €5t of the party and the largest, was which they had been so unexpectedly
dusty, Iliterod shop, Wwith crates of r{--un]rd as a blg booby, and, afte? thrust were alimost os patheti-
ol 1 ' 1
glasy, bits of glass. plain and orsa- & all the work, might consider,,., gpaple. Incidentally, these efforts

|
niental, scaitered around, and here and.hlumﬂf lucky If he sliared ever s
there an unframed section of mlirro; Klitly In the spolis,

the othrer,

SQUEERS (“Nlcholas Nickleby™)|©f unscrupulous men. §1o

who made s fine living for himaelf | ¥
A -'rmrrn from sea of bis employer's

by bidding the |

Within a few years his name was known from one emit of the world to

His books were transiated into every language.

More than one million copies of those books are atilh bought eacn year.
From time to time critics have arisen who proved to their own satisface

tion that Dickens was totally lacking in true preatness.
for the most part forgottem, while Dickena’s lualre grows stronger and
' gteadier year by year.

These critics are

His characters remain fn the memory as living, breathing dequaintanoes,

m this
honeaty
On the

situation Bofin's native
| alone carried him to safety.

son, whom every one had belleved to
be dead, Bofin eagerly turned over

Ithe annoyingly great fortune to its

rightful halr. Chiet among his many
deads of tactful kindness was the re-
torming of a apolled, vain girl's char-
arter, and leading her, by the artifice
of viciently opposing the match, to
marry the man she really loved.
BILL SIKES ("Oliver Twist") waa
u burglar and a professlonal thug.
lh' did the “strong arm work"

10 himeself, | for & gang of crooks of whom Fagio
uile would t‘l.ll on a hoy to epell was the ruling splrit. In spite of
|bis brutality there were two beings

in the world that adored Slkes. One
wns Nancy, a girl thief, and the

|other was his villainous looking
bulldog. Nancy, turniog from her
1ife of dishonesty, sought to set

Sikes's feet in the stralght path. But
Slkes, belleving sho had betrayed
Fagin's gang and himself, murdered
her. While eascaping from the police
he accldentally hanged himself.
LITTLE NELL

half-crazed old man who eked out a
seanty living by keeplng a shop
where antiquities were sold. The
old man was a gambler and to rals~
funds fur gumbling stole the money

threatened to put hlin in the power . his .:—uuddaughmr was hoarding for ihruugh mad escapades untfl the fa-

("0ld  Curlosity |
shop”) was the granddaughter of a |

no more to be forgotien or counfounded with each other than the members
of one's own family.

thelr livelihood. Agaln and mln

barm. shlelding him from trouble
and want. Forced to leave London,
they wandered helpless through the
country, Little Nell still acting as
guide and master mind of the pitiful
journey. When at last the ordeal
whs passed and better days were
duwning her fragile, overstrained
ucalth gnve way and she died. It s
concerning her death that Diekens
eritles fight most flercely, some  of
them declaring its description s gem
of true pathos, while others de-
nounce it as maudlin,

BARNABY (“Barnaby Rudge”)
was the Imbecile son of a poor wom-
an who lived in the latter years of
the eighteenth century. She was be-
liaved to be a widow, but her worth-
less husband was really allve and a
fugitive from justice. Barsaby was
brour'it up in clean poverty, but was
constantly geting Into  scrapes
through his elfin mischiof and crack-
brained perverseness. [lla favorite
companion was Grip, & raven. The

ibird’s uncanny fashlon of crosking

“I'm a devil!” combined with Har-
naby's eeris wildness, led simple folk
| to bellave the pair were under
'tanie control. The Iad wore a fan-
tastle costume and decked his torn
hat with bedrageled plumes and flow.
ers, HMe and Grip romped togetber

sa- | two children’s devotlon to each other

glaes standing In a refloctive attitude
with It back ngainst the wall,

“Whoe e 1t?" bawled AMrs Slavineky
from the top of the stalrs that led up
1o the Siavinaky lving apartments "ls
i Iszy?

Manter Slavinsky bawled back that 1t
wan.

“Don't hreak no glass by the store”
ealled down the cautious mother, who
heard the voicea of the other hoys,
“How nften I tald you to be careful and
not breal: any glass of your popper's?™

‘“Now," pald Master Slavinsky, turn-
fng to Maater Jarr and the roat of his
boylsh companions, *"naow, here ls the|
pinchers what my father uses pull!nr‘
out the brads what holds the llul in
befora ho putties.”

Saying which, he produces tm-n the
paternal worlk hench ¢ formidable palr
of rusty old pliers

“Ab, T bhetcher he's afrald!" taunted
Master Johuny Hangle, as a pallor
epread over the countenance of Mastor
Jarr,

“No, T aln't. Go ahead and pull the
old tooth!" replied our hero,

And he reated himself on a bdox
marked "10x12 Lighis," and bared the
tooth for the sacrifice,

“I'm boasing the fob, gimme the dol-
Iap! sald Master Slavinaky,

“Naw, don't leg him have It! He'll
keep 11! chorused the other dear little
boye,

Here & wrangls burst forth In all the
ferocity of boyhood's piayful clamor,
And the voles of Mrs. Slavinsky was
teard declaring that If they dkim't shut
up she'd come 'dowa with the whip to
them.

It waa firally declded, In represeed
reerimination, that Johnny HRangle,
Mawmar Jarr, Chariey Mulier and Mnas-
ter Blavinsky should each hold a eornar
of the dollar Blll, origloally intended to
compensate the neighdoring dental
surgeon for the proposed extraction,
but which wons now belng operated un-
der amateur rules,

Gussle Depler, belng the pstrongest,
was delegated to pull Mastap Jarr'e
tooth with the pllers. 1Ile offered to|
do it with ona hand, and hold the up-
pr middle of the dollar between the
first finger and the thumb of the omu‘

proposition was wecalved with
contempt, 1t belng apparemt that
Bepler, although the etreng-

it

AW, a8 an angd pull de toot'!" eried| -

:'.mlcr Slavinsky, in a gomunes: °K |
tune, to the overgrown and sapheaded
Bepler boy, "“Fust thing yuh know,
yun'll get hit a ek!"

AW, wintcher let Qusesis Replar !n
do gang at tall for?" asked Mamter
Itangle,

“1 %'long to the gang. Don't T lck
the follers of the Av'noo crowd fer|
yuh? expostulated Master Depler, !n
u pleading tone,

“Aw, shut up!"* chorused the rn'..l
anl Masdier Jarr was heard to may i)
thie tooth wamm't -*racted right nway

| Be'd £o to the dentlat with the dollar. |

YHtop!" erled Master Rangle, “some
pin vhould “e “ut on it to kill the pain!" *

“his was a poser, and It bhalted the !
proceadings,

"I Know,” sald Master Muller, "ruv
k- rovens on ‘it. 0ld Mra. TDusenberry
pm lkerosene on  red  flannel and

wropped {1t around my throat when it
waa sore, an' ~ld Mrs. Dusenberry 1y a
dgoter Jadv”

Moster Slavinsky found rome keros
wene in a can under the work bench
and promptly ~ubbed {' on Master Jarr's
aching moalar.

"Ow!" bawled
How It burns!™

“Dut aln't 1t klin

Master Jarr. "Ow!

the pain®' neked

Mnster Slavinaky fay, 1 "'I:“al to git
haif the dulh- Jost frr thut.'

"No, mo! ried Master Muller, "I
told yer about f!"

“Gwan!  Sull de toot'!™ sald Master
Hangles sharnly,

It wasn't lla tooth, - .4 the delny
hegan to pall vpon him,

Mosler Jarr opened hla mouth wide
Mastor Hepler rrasped the toath wit
the pllers, closed him pyes and var g
Out eamae the tooth, and Yok went
Mastor Jare 0ff the box of *19%12 LIghis
and dow e went JMacter Bepler on tup of
Master Blavineky, in the other diree
ton,

“Now. just for that you don't ge'
rawthin' froam e ddlar!” deelased
Master Slavinaky, rppointing himss
the master 7 the ravels. “‘Let's see du
toot'! Gee, I's a hig onst!"

Por ena brief noment they erawdael
arcund eand atmii d the extpacted
prindar. Then, frownlne upon Maste
Hangle's suggestion that the open

space it had Jeft should he pluryel with
putty, they departed, whooplng, for the
confectionery store first and ' ,m\--'k
ing ploture show afterward.
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MNELL,

o ey
o Ty teld”) is one of Dickens's most taor-
e a s ,\ oughly delightful characters. (i
k) o wus full of wonderful maxims oa
ey - Lasiig IWUley and was forever in
PR S NN debt. e was strong on good Ad-
A vice to youth, and had made a ludi-
\:;x erous mess of his own life. He of-

mous Gorden rlots ended thelr active

the child stood between him lmllurm-r

SCROOGE (“Christmas Caroi”) |

Was a miser, who for love of monoy
bad parted with family and friends |
and bad crushed every human im- |
Pulse out of bis soul. On Lhrut-‘
mAS eve a succession of mpirits car- |
rled him back to scenes of his youth, {
then gave him a glimpso of the va-
ried joy and misery that were all)
about him, and finally showed bim |
& prophetic vislon of hls own ri-mr.l.'lt
—unloved, unmourned.  Scrooge
Awoke at dawn on Christmas ll
changed man. The Christmas spirit
bad turned the miser into & kuma~ |
belng. He gave freoly to charity,|
becamo reconciled with hia estranged |
relatives, and amply made up to his
clerk, Bob Cratehit, for yoars of (1)
treatment, becomiug a second father
to Bob's erippled ohlld, Tiny Tim.
PAUL DOMBEY (“Dombey and
Son") wis a fraglle, dellcate, “old-
fashioned"” child, whose soul was too
big for his tiny body,
was dead, hia father was a pompous !
business man who did vot under-
stand bhlm, and
wis his elder sister Florence. The
wis very beautiful, but Florencsas
loving care could not briog her ittle
brother the heaith he needed. Sent
by his father (o school he grew
weaker and utakcr. ﬂultly plulns
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i point of hiter controversy between

Hia mother |

his only comrade '

fered to gulde noy one to BUCCeSES,
and was o fallure of the most com-
plete, if most entertalning, Kind. His
optimlsm was boundless. He was
oternally “walting for something to
turn up.” And as he walted instead
of working, the oaly thing that
“turned up" was perpetual (ll-lucik.

- The T
Range Riders

Another Great Cowboy Romance
By C, A. Selizer, Author of *“THE TWO-GUN MAN"
Rt

awuy. His death seene, llke Little
Nell's—and for t!le FAIDG TeasOD— I8

Dickens's admirers and detractors.
MR. MICAWBER (“David Copper-

1o

a thing they want. I yechon you'd do

(Copyngus, 1911, by r.h. Outlng Publishing Oom
i) most anyihing to get Allcat™

SYNOPSIA OF PRECEDING ArTERS "I'd rustie cattle for her” atated the
d--- al ..’.ﬂllinll Lﬂl! orer & ot young man.
! A “kh *r_, “1‘, ‘1.,; Ha bowed to Alles. Burroughs smiled
aatly am #‘?"h.r lul Je el oris o “IW' 'my . b;- snough b0 what
iy gy ] 3 “You've e
o it o A B "":a you've come over here fer. As' 1
r“-:' the Eumtor, lI‘.I _m‘i‘u‘: nbl'n 'bc Bl that I'm gdin' 0 be man enough to
' “," ke et "mm. . you sometd) It's this I've Uil ae-
Yew Lhe pony and the g ferent plang for Allea. ““t:
e o of :“,:., l]‘«.u. teils him nu‘.u :“ to marry any sorub eow-puncher.
e, A I URTa | da, when I've made encugh meaey vt
o codlng Lo the tesl o seek 8 of thia here cattle business, I'm
I like you mll wall, ; u_:o ¥ back Kast, whare | come frem.
D s e Y be. | Allca i goin' to be married lo some oRe
e atguted, The girls father oblerty | 'E who knows beakds punchls’
| {iriaar ‘mwner onne baeted Mecrsugha I8 6 cown Bhe's goin’' to marry & man thet
Star & batd of Ehlte Herdond cat ©an do something.*

CHAPTER ¢R IX.
(Continued )

The Prince of the Z. 0.

; ‘M sure that If you talked to
Mr., Grant you would decide
differently,” sugsestsd Miss
Burrcughs, "“Ha's ong of the
nlcest men'— Bhe blushed

furlously and averted her head as Bur-

roukhs looked curlously at her.

“I'm golng to talk to him,” he sald
suddenly, la ross and wont to the
door, walking out upon the gallery foor.

“Grant!" he ealled. “Grant!™

The mnan who had been roplng in the
corrml caughit the worda and the ac-
companying motlon of the hand, Allea
paw hlin colf his rope, pass It to anolher
puncher who stood near, and climb over
corral fence. Then she blushed
ugaln

Presently Burroughs re-sntersd the
room, and after a few minutes the tall
young man af the river Incldent came in
throug's the doorway, . He stood Just
inwide, his Mihe Agure erect, his eyes
alight with a curious expression of in-
guiry. Ma did not look toward Miss
Hu num:ul but mhe cast furtive glanoes

It was climbin' &
swimmin' a lake m
like that., But whatever
prince got the girk They always de
the Talry tales,

“But this ain't me
real life, an’ what I"
you to do before I
Alica I know ean't

you're dnl.fll.lad
can try.” 'I'm tallin’
that It oan't be doma,
want you (0 come
any excuses about
“Twenty ’u'rl ago
soms white Hereford
ton. We hld & quarrel ax* [
them. 1 ain't never tried to
Hersfords :ince. I've swore
get them from the T Dowm
wouldn't bhave any. 1 ain't w
my nind, But while old Everto
alive 1 couldn’'t get them, If it Illﬁ.llt
beern that he was afrald of the law,
he'd have polsoned me long beloru be
dled,
“Now I hear that since ha's dled hia
" Down?™ " son, who Is uwp Is Wyoming runn'n’
. oton 14 that you didn't |ranch of his own, ia gein’ e run tha
aric e, returned the young man, T Down, too. I've heard shat the son
Clsut you did come from there? hates me just as much as the old man
e Bull i et g mind ‘Weeet et white
) fuced th changed my a
,.“ i _.I_‘" Lid you ,‘:, ,:u::: l-:'::: Hersforde, It's Afty miles from here to
e lap-ri fiha T Down. I'd (ake one day for you
|t o thers an' two days mere for you
kW that him an' me a.\.-“-'lu drive one hundred white Herefords
£ W back to the Z O. That's thres days'’
3t thet'* He paussd and looked at Grant, whose
i1 + knowod that face was Impasaive.
haia 100 WOEK “Now I'm sayln' m::: he u:lhuul
miled, 1 var | “If you start now an’' drive eme bundred
r.« uald “{‘1;?1;. o white Herefords from the T Down Iato
el and fur m long|my cerral before sundown on the third
. ™ upon the gai-|day vou got Alca. Otherwise you don't
" Cion ially he spoke  Deod to waste your me gresin’ on this
¥ T f i Wit IL" he satd |Fange, 1t you de, 'l go '\l.ﬂll' for
LT . vrit he inmpected the  You an' lwntlmpuﬂl gt you "
p » face at length : paused agaln. “Are you sayin' any-
! thing?* he concluded,
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sald TNurroughe, after the
el mettled himsel! beslde

ﬁmn
, 'why Adn't yna tell me you

why did

utatile mmil

PRI oV e .hl:.l,: to| The young man smiled. “You wom't

matry Allca alivady asked K0 Lack on that? 1_\1I .Illd.
1 1701 peckon 1 won't,” returned Bur-
Grant antton 30 nodded, white Miss Irouhs quietly, “But they've got to be
in J t azd shot a lumin- |fr|| | the T Down. An' you've got to
Il ved her fwthe |bring & bIll alonk. showin' that old
S0t it mlanes and |Hverton's son s doin’ the sellin'." He
Wi ted ith a » “m!{..,..ui again. I reckon you'll Mfnd
il wedl mhmently on his | climb tlans mountaine or swimoun'
f 1 miar while (ratit | Illhl of fire scnie easy alongeide of

Wios NBurraughs exchanged dut 1.;;..'_*!:! I'm askin' you to do'
glar o “Ihen Burrow rpoke agaln, The young man turned to Allea "Tm
ayaume man he sald, “I've been IO n' over to the T M. Be sald
WALCHiDg ¥Ou aver since you've besn| 'On the third day I'll be baok 1o the

here . Yeu'rs one of them men thag|® '

dou't ieh anyiling gel betwesa them an' (o Bo Contianed) >




